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twelve o'clock yet/' he replied. " We'll stick it tor
another hour, and then we'll go up and see Mrs, Waller
at the house. Wouldn't do to knock off afore one o'clock,
in case the boss comes along."
The man who had spoken grunted, and resumed his
work. He was a few feet in advance of the rest, clearing
a narrow path which the others widened as they followed
him. He drove his shovel into the snow, then threw it
over his shoulder to the top of the drift. All at once,
as he drove it forward, his shovel resisted the lift. He
seemed to have driven it under something heavy and
unyielding.
" Hullo, what's up now?" he muttered. *' There's a
bloomin' great stone or something fallen into the
road."
Still muttering, he began to dig round the object,
whatever it was, clearing the snow away from it. Until
at last he uncovered something that made him start back
in amazement. " Hey, George!" he cried. "Come
and look here a minute. There's summat wrong
here!"
" What d'you mean?" said George, as he came up
and peered over his shoulder. ' * What's that you found ?
Hullo!"
The removal oi the snow had disclosed a patch ot
grey cloth, covering something as rigid as stone.
George pushed his subordinate out of the way, and fell
on his knees beside it. Working with his hands, he
cleared the snow away. The patch of grey cloth grew
until it became the back of a man's coat. And, by the
shape of it, there was no doubt that its owner
was within.
" Here, bear a hand, all ot you!" George exclaimed.
** There's a poor chap buried under here. Stand round,
and let's see if we can lift him out/*
As soon as more of the snow had been cleared away